CHAPTER        ELEVEN
smell of burning wood* This smell, blended with the
tang of a still, frosty day, is quite intoxicating* I
wanted to sing with joy. After all, life was very
amusing. Here I was in America, master of my fate
for the first time in life, able to travel when and where
I wanted. Besides, I was going to see Coolidge.
At that, I stopped short. Was I going to see
Coolidge? It suddenly occurred to me that perhaps
I was not. Why, after all, should I see Coolidge?
Distinguished foreign author? Well . . . Foreign,
certainly. Author, without a doubt. But . * . how-
ever I will not parade my modesty before you. Yet
it occurred to me, even if I were a distinguished
foreign author, I had no particular reason for seeing
Coolidge. I could not walk into the White House
and say 'Mr. Coolidge, I've coine to see you/ He
would be perfectly justified in asking why, and I
could not possibly think of an answer. The more I
considered it, the more complicated did the whole
affair appear. And so, I decided to put it from my
mind. For the Lincoln memorial had suddenly
swung into view and even if I could not see Coolidge,
I could, at least, see Lincoln.
I walked up the steps. Although it was only five
o'clock, there was nobody about. From the city
came the same faint smell of burning wood. The sun
was sinking slowly. It was very cold.
Lincoln looked out on to a frozen world. Stern
and white, he sat, on his marble dais, and through
the tall pillars of his temple the late sunlight lay on
the pavements in pools or icy silver.
As I stepped out of the shadows, and walked
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